IN THE QARA MOUNTAINS

I told the old man that I would like to send him the 'sister
of Shaikh Hasan's mantle' as a present.

'Alaik batdhr he cried, a variant of 'Allah balyidh wijhak*
(God whiten your face), a term of cordiality and gratitude.

*W*allahi! I like you, Sahib/ he continued. 'I am old
and about to die, but if you will say, "There is no God but
God, and Muhammad is the Prophet of God/' I will give
you two girls to wife, and all my property.'

A titter went round and Shaikh Hasan motioned to him
to talk less.

My medicine chest had acquired for me a spurious
fame and, as ever, afflicted humanity was brought to me.
This time it was a young boy, withered apparently by con-
sumption, who spat blood and was subject to fevers.

'Have you any medicine for this, O Wazir?' asked a
suppliant father. 'Men say the infidels have drugs for
everything.'

My companions stared at the speaker and let him under-
stand that the term kafir was distasteful to me, though he
really meant no harm, for he used the term to mean merely
non-Muslim. 'He is the Sultan's Wazir/ they said.

Loading up was an unpleasant job for the dew had been
heavy. Half an hour after starting brought us to a point
where we left the wadi by the pass of Sa'arin, to climb
five hundred feet into steep stony country. Then followed
rolling yellow meadows where hay stood to a man's middle,
and occasional clumps of giant fig trees crowned the hills
or nestled in the hollows. Behind and below us in the
distance was the faint blue sea, and round us undulating
down country with the wooded cliffs above Nihaz occa-
sionally edging the western skyline* Here at 1500 feet
the bird life so plentiful in the valleys below dwindled to a